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P R 2 F A 2 E: 


N ot quite Unneceſſary. 


EA N Author that talks of himſelf, without 
I being called to it, in his own Defence, 
5 lie a Gentleman who treads the Stage 
: for his own Diverſion, does it againſt Odds; be is 
* himſelf, 7he only good Soul, pleaſed with his Per- 
| formance : When we meet with an Inſtance to 
: the contrary, we ſtill know he has play'd a deſpe- 
1 rate Game. Yet, methinks, if the Author could 
be bold enough to write fair, and honeſtly rally 
; his own Errors, he might have a better Chance 
| for our Indulgence or Favour, than thoſe eaſy 
Egotiiſts, whoſe Labours, under all their Art, 
carry a viſible Penchant 10 their own Panegy- ? 
Tricks. But ſo it is! Self is too ſacred a Subje& 
| fo be prophant'd ; ; and to play with our Infirmi- 
ö ties below the Dignity of a Genius] as welt we 
|; 


might expect a Pope to jeſt upon his Infallibili- 
ty, as a Satyriſt to be the Subject of his own Ri- 
dicule! For however Skilſul he may be in the 
Care of others, he is never ſo low in his Practice, 


as to take a / ngle . 4 the Ful. ck be gives. 


No! 


Te PREFAC E. 
No! our Modern Writers have a ſurer way 5 


Keeping their Fame in Health, and rather chooſe 
to rely on their own, than their Reader's Fudg- 
ment, to ſecure them that Praiſe, which with- 


out their laying ſuch violent Hands upon it, 
Juſtice, and Candour might not have deny'd them. 


To keep as clear, therefore,” as poſſible from the 


Imputation I lay upon others, I have, in the 
: following Diſcourſe, (intended as the laſt Sitting 


ta my Picture) raiſed up an imaginary Opponent 
(by way of Shade and Light) who, whenever 


he perceives my Vanity peeping out from under 
the Maſque of Modeſiy, ſhall roundly rally it; 


yet not without ſome Indulgence | 7a it, as a Frail- 5 


ty inſeparable from our Nature. 

 Sufpoſe, then, ſuch a Friend in a Morning 
Viſit to have ſurprix'd me in tlie very Att f, 
Scribbling, meerly to kill time; rather chooſing 40 
40 ſomething to little or 10 Purpoſe, than to ſit \ 
always idle. To make the Converſation Jeſs tedious, 


y the frequent Repetition of the ſaid He's, ond. 


ſaid I's, ich continued Narrative would be 
liable to, J have given it in à tète à tote, or 


4 Dialogue between Mr. Frankly and his old. 


Arquaintance 80 
Dur Humble 8 ervant, 


The Author, C. Cin EK. 


THE 


: 
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"RE Fran — E # Ty old Gentleman | What 
4 F om. are you upon now? What 
8 E 153 are all thoſe Papers before | 
of | A 
A Auth, EL 1 don't well know A par- | 
7M cel of Rubbiſh, Proſe, and Poetry, Frolicks of . 
„ younger Days, that I have been runſinaging 
4 out of my Cloſer: ©” 
„ | Bran. Wich a Deſign. to o publiſh them, I I 
n . 
1 {| Auth, No! I don- t find my good Opinion of 


Te 


3 


them quite high enough for that yet. 


Fran. At leaſt you, need not fear having 5 


too low an Opinion of what other People 
will like; don't you daily ſee what foul Feeders 
they 


to cram them againſt my Conſcience. 


[6] 
they are? What woful Wits are at work | 
every Night, for the Meal of the next Morn- 
ing? ; 

Auth. That may be; but I ſhould not care. 


Fran. Good lack! the Conſcience of an Au- 


thor is a mighty pretty thing indeed! Print 
them! Print them, Man: Toſs them up boldly! 


they will make an odd merry Medley, I warrant | 


you. 


Auth, O Yes! any thing that ſhews me 
egregiouſly in the Wrong, will always be 
mighty Matter of Mirth to you: Bur, I ſhall 
not -gratify your Rallery that way! My Folly _ 
is not yet ſo valiant as to impoſe any thing | 


upon the Publick that I don' t like myſelf. 


Fran. Why impoſe? If the Publick are 


Fools enough to buy them, there can be no 


great Matter of Conſcience i in it; Valenti, you 


know, non fit injuria. The Publick is not | 
obliged to buy. 


Auth. Noram I yet vain enough to 1 


I could make Fools of them, if I would ; or fo 
fond of a few Pence, as s really. to do it, if 1 
Sound. 


Fran. Hah! chis Conſcience of yours is a : 


mighty nice Lady, I find: There will be no ' 
way to bring her to what ſhe has a mind to, | 


but 


998 ES 
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but 
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I 


444 


] but by alittle decent Force: Why then, don't you 
: get them fairly printed without your Conſent ? 


' 


% 


Aath. This might be very pretty, for ought 
1 know; but how ſhall I conſent to do any 


\ any thing againſt my will? 


Fran. Lord! you know nothing of che 
World! Why, it is as eaſy as Lying, as Hamlet 
ſays. Cannot you get a third Perſon, who may 


| ſell them to Buckle the Bookſeller without 


your Knowledge? 


Auth, How can we ſuppoſe he will buy 
them of a Stranger, and no Queſtions asked, &c? 
Fran. Pooh! we can ſoon furniſh him with 


a flim-flam Story of an Accident that dropt 
them into his Hands; and then, Sir, pray 


where's the Difficulty? Won't they be honeſt- 1 


ly printed without your Conſent? 


Auth, Well, Sir, I ſee I muſt not ſtand with 


you for a little Honeſty: But pray what is 


to be the Conſequence of all this Ingenuity ? 
Fran. You'll find your Account in it, I war- 
rant you: For, upon fo groſs a Provocation, 
the leaſt you can do is to be angry, or (if 
you pleaſe) aſhamed, that ſomany looſe Trifles, 
which you never intended ſhould ſee the 
Light, ſhould ſo barbarouſly be expoſed to the 
Publick Cenſure: Upon which, you know, 
| Jour violated Modeſty, much againſt your 


N ature, 


"5 * 8 
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you make the Quarrel ſtrong, that the Papers, 


be twice paid for the ſame Copy. 


iT oup-de-maitre, indeed! This would be a Bi- f 
bliopolitical Stroke, above them all! But I am | 
afraid, Sir, my ſlight Reputation 1s not ſtrong 
enough to ſtrike it; a Book is not ſure to ſell, 
merely becauſe it has my Name to it: So that, 
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Nature, will be reduced to the Neceſſity of 


entering into a Paper War with the bold Mr. 
Buckle for ſo inhuman an Injury: But be ſure, 


LOR. Wy 


in, diſpute, however inſignificant in reality, 
may ſeem to the Publick of the higheſt Im- 


portance. Now your Caſe, you muſt own, will 
be very deplorable, when a Book comes out, 


in your Name, ſo full of Faults. which you 
never committed. How plauſible a Pretence 


then will you have to publiſh a genuine Edi- 


tion, leſs incorrect at leaſt, and perhaps with | 


| ſome (to however little purpoſe) Amendments; 
But be thoſe as they may, they cannot be ſo bad, 
but at worſt they muſt, in Sale, be preferable 
to the ſurreptitious Edition of Mr. Buckle. | 
Now, Sir, by this clean Contrivance you ſee, | 


while you are excuſing your Bluſhes, you may | 


Auth. Ay! marry, Sir! this would be a 


tho' my Conſcience would be never fo eaſy. 
in the Matter, I fancy I had as good be quiet, 
and harp my idle Papers at home; or if 


ever 


l 


C 


7 of 


ure, even honeſtly jog on in the old Road. 


bers, ; Fran. Would any Man wear his Conſcience 
lity, as you do like an old Coat, till it's quite out of 
Im- F aſhion? Then for your Reputation, if you 
way won't buſtle about it, and now and then give 

it theſe little Helps of Art, how can you hope 
owl to raiſe it? 


ance Auth, If it can't live upon ſimple Nature, 


Zdi- let it die, and be damn'd! I ſhall give myſelf 


vith 0 farther Trouble about it. 


DS; Fran. So vou won't publiſh | upon any 


bad, Terms! of 


able Auth. Not i in bats. till 1 ſee whether they 


ckle. [ 
ſee, ] 


re fit for a Book, or a Bonfire. 
Fran. Nay then give you over, if you once 


may ſink i into Prudence or Modeſty, you wall ſoon 


be good for nothing. 
e 2 ; 
Bi- ; 
um Favour, I warrant you. 
ſell, 

TA Shew me ſome of your Papers. 

eaſy h Auth. No, Sir, as little aſham'd as. L am 
liet, my Follies, 1 don? t chooſe to ſhew them, 


if 


ever 


ern N Oy 
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7 N r Oo „ 2 Ne by , 7 


Mr. ever 1 ſhould ſend them abroad, they mall 


Auth. Don't be afraid of loſing me; 1 ſhall 
Liars have Folly enough left, to keep in | your 


Fran. Give me an Inſtande of i it now, , then: 


but when I can't help it. When I am. Fool 


nough to think they are fit to be ſeen, you 
* 8 hall 1 
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mall laugh at me, as loud as you pleaſe: 
But till I have a little retouch'd them 
Fran. Pooh! no matter; let me fee this 
as they are; a Sketch will ſhew a Maſter, as 


well as a finiil!' d Piece will. 


Autb. It may be ſo: But till I think my 
ſelf Maſter enough to ſhew my Sketches — - 


Fran. You don't conſider my Taſte; I love 
Nature in her Undreſs, better than 1 in all her 
. Pride of Embroidery. 


Auth. Ay! to be ſure! and raw Meat, ra- 


ther than roſted. Though you are a Cani 
nidal, I ſhall not expoſe my Cookery. 

Fran. Expoſe a Rump! you don't uſe to 
be ſo tender of your Faults: Come! come 


Vour Conceptions, I know, may be ſeen in 
their firft Birth, like Venus riſing from the 
Sea, before ſhe had a — upon her, or as | 


| Cowley * 
Arm 4 cap-A-pie rand Nohednep. 


Auth. You are deadly witty this Morning: 
How ſhall I do, not to be vain upon it? 


Fran. Why, if you are what does it 1 | 


. nily? 
Auth, Nay that 4 true! it hurts nobody but 
myſelf, indeed, 


Fran, | 
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Fran. And that's in your own Power to 
pardon too: A ſort of Good-nature, that you 


? Authors ſeldom want for yourſelyes 


Auth. Though we have not the leaſt Grain 
of it for a Brother. T'is true, I have ſome- 
times been a little callous to their Criticiſms; 
bur would you believe it? I am not yet quite 
ſo harden'd as to publiſh any thing, that I 
am conſcious they ought not to be pleas d 


with. 


Fran. And yet your Works begin to ſwell; 
Your Conſcience has publiſh'd a good deal. 
Auth. Ho! I don't tell you, that my Vanity 
may not ſometimes have deceived me into 


Writing, what I could wiſh the World had 


| never ſeen! Yes! yes! I have my ſhare of Ig- 
norance, as well as my Betters, and yet not 
ſo much but that Iam convinc'd, were I 
to jumble thoſe Papers before me into a Vo- 
luume, and to ſteal them into the World, as 
you adviſe me, one half of it would think 
me a Fool, and the other a Madman. 


Fran. And pray, Sir, would that give you 


| any Concern? For, by the Picture you have 
drawn of yourſelt in your Apology, one would 
| think 1 it ſhould? 


_ Auth. Though I allow the Picture to. be 


| like; yet if, with my Eyes open, 1 do a 


B 2 ſooliſli 
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fool or a mad Thing, I don't ſee why I 
might not be aſham'd N it, and yet be con- 
ſiſtent with my Character. 

Fran. And if you ſhould not be aſham'd 
of it, would not that be as like you too ? 
Auth. No. For if 1 new the thing to be 


wrong, I ought to be aſham'd of ir, becauſe / 


it would then be a wilful Error: But if I 
commit it through Ignorance, tis Nature's 
Fault, not mine; and I cannot ſee why I am 
to be concerned for what I am not accoun- 
table. . 
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Fran, Ay, but no Blockhead is ſo dull, as 
not to be ſore when he is called ſo: And (you'll | 
excuſe me) if that were to be your own | 
Caſe, why. ſhould we believe you would 


= 
not be as as uneaſy. at It as another Block-| . 


1 


head? 5 | 
Auth. This is puſhing me pretty home 1. 
deed - but I won't give out. For as it is 


not at all inconceivable, that a Blockhead of 35 


my Size may have a particular Knack of do- 
ing ſome uſeful thing, that might puzzle ay 


wiſer Man to be Maſter of; will not that 
Blockhead till have ſomething, in him, to be 


conceited of? If ſo, allow me but the Vani- 
ty of ſuppoſing, I may. have had ſome ſuch! 
poſlible Knack, and you will not wonder, 


499] ' 
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(cho in many other Points I may ſtill be a 
Blockhead) that I may notwithitanding be 


; contented with my Condition. 
Fran. But could you really be contented, 


if you thought other People believed you were 
not contented with it? 
Auth. What the Devil! will they ſuppoſe 
me a Hypocrite only to deceive myſelf? 
's Fran. Have a care! this Warmth is a little 
m | ſuſpicious ! I am afraid you will diſcover 
1- | yourſelf ; and your Philoſophical Air will 
come out at laſt meer Vanity in Maſquerade. : 
as Auth. O! if there be Vanity in keeping 
one's Temper; with all my Heart. They 
vn | who find fault with That, will only confeſs 
1d | they ſhould not be able to keep theirs upon 
ke the ſame Occaſion, 
Fran. Soft and fair, If I were to call you 
in- <veak for not being of my Opinion, mighr 
is not you poſſibly think it a little 9 85 of my 
1 Vanity? 
| Auth. Perhaps not: But why ſo nice, good 
} Sir ? May not I tax another with Weakneſs, 
without being vain of my own Strength) 
Fran. But do you think it Weakneſs ; 
or rather is it not commendable in a Man of 
Parts, to be warmly Concerned for his _ 
tation? 


PP 


Th 
5 


(44) 


Auth. In what regards his Honeſty or Ho- 
nour, I will make you ſome Allowances : But 
for the Reputation of his Parts, not one 


Tittle ? 


Fran. How! not to be concerned for what 
half the learned World a are in a continual War | 


about? 


will be: As no Attack can alter, fo. no De 
fence can add to its Proportion. 


Fran. At this Rate you pronounce all 


| Controverſies | in Wit, to be Either needleſs 
or impertinent. = 

| Auth. When one in a hundred 5 not 
to be ſo, or to make amends for being either 
by its Pleaſantry, we ought 1 in JOE | to allow 
it a great Rarity. 


Fran. Let it be a Rarity! Will that make FE 


A juſt Satyr or Criticiſm impertinent? 


Autb. So are another half 3 Religion : ) * 
But neither Turk or Pope, Swords or Anathe- | 
mas can alter Truth! There it ſtands! Al- 
ways viſible to Reaſon, Self-defended and Im- 
moveable | Whatever it was, or ms, it ever 


Auth. I have not ſaid it will: But a Reply 
to either of chem will ſeldom be — bet- ! 


ter of. 
. an, May not a Reply be a good one e2 


a 


7 1 
Auutb. Yes: But never abſolutely neceſſary: 
* | For as your Work (or Reputation) muſt have 
been good, or bad, before it was cenſured, 
your Reply to that Cenſure could not alter it: 
It would ſtill be but what it was: If it was 
good, the Attack could not mare it: If bad, 


* 


en 
"RL, Fe 


the Reply could not mend it. 
i i Fran. This is a Doctrine, | donke. that 
will have but few Followers: Neither our 
modern Poets or thoſe of the laſt Century 
cared to come into it— lt will be always 
natural for Authors to defend their Works. 

i Auth. And would not it be as well, if their 
| Works defended themſelves? —_ 
Fran. Don't you think ſeveral of them do? 
Auth. Let them be many or few ; all that 
have that Merit will thereſore need no other 
t | Defence. . 
r Fran, But while People will Kill be cen- 
W | ſuring— 
' Auth, Why let them care]; have not 
they a Right to it? Why did you publiſh ? 
ls not that ſubmitting to ; 
N Fran. Does that give them a Right to be 
abuſive, or to accuſe me wrongfully ? ? 
! Auth. If they had a Power to make White 
Black, or Right Wrong, your Caſe would be 
hard indeed; but as you are ſure your Whole 


Jury 


they ſtile him fo in your Hearing, is not 


fo yourſelf? You would not be ſuch a Chur! 
ſure as to grudge him the Pleaſure of being ö 
an impotent Enemy : 


beſt Senſe may be miſled by it, or by their 


lice for Wit, and have an uncharitable Joy in 
: commending it. Now when this is the Caſe; 


lübell'd, as liable to be thought Guilt or [ 
Stupidity, as to be the Reſult of Innocence, | 


or Temper? 


your Side of the Queſtion, go on, that I may N 


f 16) 


Jury of Readers are not to be corru pted by the 


Railing of one Man, you have nobody's Ver- 7 F 
dict but theirs to be afraid of. | * 
Fran. Well! and ſuppoſe they acquit me, 
ſhall any Man however abuſe me with Im- | L 
punity, or unanſwer'd? 1 
Auth. Let him alone; and your Revenge 
will ſoon be up with him. Every honeſt Man 


will think him a Slanderer; and whenever i 


your Triumph greater than if you called him | 


Fran. But Slander is not always fo impo- 
tent as you ſeem to ſuppoſe it; Men of the 


not enquiring after Truth may never come 


at it; and the Vulgar, as they are leſs apt to 
be Good than Ill-natured, often miſtake Ma- 


is not a tame Silence, upon being ſatyricallß 


Auth, If you have any more to offer on | 


conſider it all together. 


8 

Fran. The Argument does not concern me 
enough, to be ſtudious about it: But ſure! 
when a Man's Writings or Reputation are 


publickly attacked, Self-defence is a very na- 


tural and juſt Excuſe for his Reply. 
Auth. Pe it ſo! But ſtill that does not al- 


ways make it neceſſary : For tho' Slander, by 


| their not weighing it, may paſs upon ſome 


few People of dene for Truch, and might 
draw great Numbers of the Vulgar into its 
Party, the Miſchief can never be of long Du- 
ration: A ſatirical Slander that has no Truth 
to ſupport it, is only a great Fiſh upon dry 


Land: It may flounce and fling, and make a 
fretful Pother; but it won't bite you, you 
need not knock it on the Head; it will ſoon lie 
7 ſtill, and die quietly of itſelf, As for the Vulgar, 
: whom I admit we ought not always to deſpiſe; 
1 though a Falſity may blind their Judgment, 
] It cannot put out their Eyes; and when Truth 
| { occaſionally ſhews herſelf naked before them, 
they will be apt to turn tail, and be as warm 
on her Side, as they once were againſt her. 
| In this Conſequence I have had Experience to 
back me, and therefore, as 9 lays, Experto 

ſcrede Roberto, © 


Fran, 1 mall not diſpute what you may know 


to be true: Yer methinks all this is but cold 


. Comfort 
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Comfort to a Man under the Smart of Defa- 


mation. 


Auth. Why the Smart? Wiil a Man ſmart 
at the Crack of a Whip, that does not reach 


him ? 


Fran, What if it don't, it's intended to 


reach him? And the Laws of Honour make 
no Difference between a lifted Arm and a 


Blow ; they are equally to be reſented ! 
Auth. Suppole they are. I hope a ſatirical 


Picture, whether like or unlike, is not an 
equal Diforace ? Nay admitting your Name 


= writ ep N Will that add to the Reſem- | 
| blance ? And when the Features | are not 1 


yours, will not the Name be a Mi ſuomer? 


As for the Satyriſt, let him be as able an 
Artiſt as you pleaſe, if he is reduced to thoſe 
low Shifts, and dares not truſt to the Truth 
of his Colours, he debaſes himſelf to a dirty f 
Paw ber of Sign-Poſts. 


Fran. Pooh! theſe are nice Diſtinctions, 


char our natural Paſſions are not e at 


leiſure to make or to mind. 


Auth. O! ho! our Paſſions! Ay! they ar are & 
mighty pretty Gentlemen! They perhaps will 
find a ſhorter Way to their Revenge! Call an 4 
Aggreſſor out with a cock d Hat, and by an 1 


honourable | 


—_— — — PLAY — — 


. 7 honourable Satisfaction won malte the Cauſe a 
clear Caſe! 

t ö Fran. If they mould, "endl any Man of 

21 | Honour think them in the Wrong? 

| Auth, Can any Man be in the 888 that 

9 fſights to no Purpoſe ? 


Fran. Why to no Purpoſe ? Ought not the 
3 | Vindication of every Man's Character to be 
dcHar to him? 

al Auth. If his Character be notoriouſly bad, 
2 nothing can vindicate it: If it be unqueſtion- 
10 | ably good, it will vindicate itſelf. 
Fran. And yet you ſee even the Law, chat 
ry has no Paſſions, provides as well for the Re- 
ddtefs of the Guilty as the Innocent: If you 
n call a Woman Whore, though you yourſelf | 
1 ö may know who made her ſo, ſhe has her Ac- | 


tion againſt you. Is not this a Confeſſion. 
Y then, that Scandal, whether with or without 
Foundation, is an Injury? 


> ! Auth. 1 will admit it an Injury; ; but Aitt * 
. bad Character will not be alter'd by any Re- 
vVenge or Redreſs the Law may give, or your 
os.) ourage can take, When a Satiriſt therefore 
vill 1 defcribes a notorious Cheat or Sharper, in Co- 
an jours that are like him, tho' the Sword's-man 
. might get the better of his poetical Aggreſſor 
ble 


in the Field, he has only the better of the 
N C 2 | Battle, 
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Battle, not of the Argument. His Victory 


may be a Proof of his Courage indeed, but 


none of his Integrity: He will till be | 
thought the ſame Sharper by the next Com- 
pany he comes into. This en I call fight- | 1 
ing to no Purpoſe. 

Fran. And by the fame Way of Reaſon- | 4 
ing, I ſuppoſe you think a Reply to a lati- 1 
rical Inſult, is writing to no Purpoſe. 

Auth, Certainly ! in either Cale, rhe guilty 
or the innocent draw the Sword or the Pen 
againſt invincible Truth, or a weak Enemy. 


An unjuſt Satire is but a palpable Lye, and | 


would you be at all the more a Negroe for 
being called one? Would there need any 


ſtronger Proof than the Sight of your Face to | 


confute it? 
Fran. And yet if Dirt is thrown in 1 my | 
Face, you'll allow me to waſh it. 

Auth. And when it miſſes you, what need | 


ö 


you waſh: it ? Leave the Libel to the ght 
of its own Words! If they are f. chal} T 


will be but ſo much Air in the Scale ain 


you : For as well as the World loves wi | q 
it is not in People's Power to disbelieve their 


Conſciences ; and when every one will find 


There a Witneſs in your Cauſe, why ſhould" 
you be afraid of loſing it? Deſerve as fair a 


Character 


. 


i 


U 


* 


\ 


P 
'þ 


1 
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Character as you pleaſe, but never be anxious 
about it: A Reputation in Health, has no 
occaſion to purge itſelf for every idle Rumour 
that runs about it: The World will always 
have ſomething to ſay againſt the beſt Man 


that lives in it; and if he cannot be content 


with not deſerving their IIIl-word, if he will 
needs meaſure his Quiet, rather by the Opi- 


nion of others, than by his own Integrity, I 


hey 
inſt 


ice, 3 


heir 


find 1 


uld 


r 


cter 


would not wiſh to ſee my aner 2 more 
| miſcrable Creature. 


Fran. Ha! ha! ha! This is as good as I 


deſire! You may be ſure, I ſhall allow you 
1 Right in your Doctrine, becauſe it proves you | 
ſo evidently wrong in your Practice. 


Auth, I know what you mean; But let my 


Practice have been never ſo idle, my Argument 
| will not be a Tittle the worſe for it. 


Fran. Nay! if you grant your late Letter 


to the little Gentleman, that has ſported fo 
many Licks at the Laureate (as you call them) 


to be an idle thing, I will not ask any more 
e Well then, as far as doing an unne- 
Yerfary thing is fo, I grant it an idle thing. 
Fran. I gad, thou art an incomprehenſible 
Fellow, that canſt be ſo near knowing what is 
right, and yet canſt perſuade thy Conſcience 
2 to 
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ko fly in the Face on't with ſuch Intrepe- 
dity! Prithee, my dear, happy Creature, be 


ſo good now as to let me know from whence 
you, of all Mankind, claim this WORSE Pri- 


vilege? 


Auth. From my base An Tofendbilicy 
to all the Diſpleaſures of Life, that only con- 
cern myſelf. Any Man that has a little Am- 


bition for Fame, as I have, may enjoy che 


fame Privilege with as little Diſturbance. 
Fran. O prithee don't put that upon us! 


was not your Letter an Evidence of your 
Concern to defend your Character? | 
Auth. No! for if it did defend it; that was 
but an occaſional Conſequence, that attended 
the Frolick of writing it. 


Fran. TheFrolick ! nay hom; we ſhall n never 


1 done. Pray, Sir, what occaſioned the 
Frolick then? 
Auth, Mere ſocial Gaiery! it naturally roſe 
from the wanton War, 1 have, all my Life 
| long been in, with my F riends, and n I 
hope will never be ended. 


Fran. Nay, tis the oddeſt Life char ever 
was led, I believe. 7 


Auth. May be ſo; and tis the Oddnefs has 


made it lo eaſy. 


Fran. 


— 


LE 


— 
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e 
Tran. Well! I won't contradict that. 
Auth. You may, if you will. 
Fran. No! no! pray go on: I long to ſee 


how you will come off. 


Auth. To be as ſerious then, as you ſeem to 
wiſh I would: 


found, that this was but a amen miſeris to fome 
of them, who had been ſore of the ſame Pen; 


yet I had no reaſon to take their Laugh as the 


leaſt Ill- meaning to me: For though Rallery 


may be Cruelty where it hits and hurts; yet 
in a different View, where it only deſigns to 
raiſe (or expects) a Reply, it is but a friend- 


ly Mark of ſocial Approbation. This then 


being the Caſe, it might well be ſuſpected = 


that theſe ſcii doloris or F ellow-Sufferers na- 
turally wiſh'd any one, but themſelves, would 


be provok'd enough to be the Champion of 


our common Quarrel: Now, as they knew 


my callous Character would better bear being 
drubb'd, and had leſs to loſe in the Danger 
than any of theirs; 'tis not impoſſible, but 
| for want of a bolder Man they might have 


had their Eyes upon your humble Servant. 
But there was ſtill this Difficulty to get over: 


—You are yourſelf a Witnels 
how every Line in our Eng/1/h Horace, that 
had a Flirt at me, has been enjoy'd by a whole 
Table of Laughers: Now though I often 


The 


its Aim? 
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The Inſenſibility wherewith 1 had borne fo 
many Blows for Years together, they knew 


could not be rouz'd, but by redoubling their 


Attacks upon the Facility of my Temper, 


which I own is ſometimes ſo abſent, ſo ſu- 
pine, and liable to be taken in, that an old 
Apple-woman might often get the better of 
me. To conclude, I was fo rallied by their 


defying my Capacity, and daring my Courage 


to attempt a Reply, chat I could no longer re- 


fit letting them make the beſt of the Scrape 
they ſo chuckled to draw me into, 
Fran. Well, Sir, though I own this is no 


common Caſe, and-that-I know a good deal 
pol it to be true; 28 I nave. Rill ſome 8 Scru- 
ples upon me 


Auth, I will hear em preſently, but let 
me conclude. Now, Sir, I ſay, this being 


my (lo articular) Caſe, I cannor ſee where 
it invalidates the Argument I have taken ſuch 


pains to ſupport, big. I hat a defamatory Sa- 
tire or Libel, can never be worth any honeſt 


Man's while to make a' Reply to. 


Tran. Suppoſe 1 it gratifies his Revenge! 


Auth. Can any Revenge be greater than 
Contempt for an intended Injury that miſſes 
Now what are your Scruples? 


Fran, 
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- Fran, Why—However you may hope, this 
Stoical Air will paſs you, upon ſome People, for 
an impenetrable Integer vitæ; yet I doubt you 
will hardly perſuade a great many, that in this 


pretended gazete de cœur to pleaſe your Friends, 
your Letter had not an Eye to the Hurt you 
thought it might do your Aggreſſor. 


Auth. Unleſs my keeping my Temper could 
make him loſe his, I won't ſuppoſe I have 
hurt him: If I did him wrong I hurt myſelf, 


if Juſtice he has nothing to complain of; 
let Truth anſwer for herſelf then — what 1 


did was by her Direction: In a word, I had no 
other way of turning the Jeſt upon my Ral- 
liers, than by getting the Publick to head it 
againſt them ; in which I have ſo far ſucceeded 


| that they are now, it ſeems, forced to be fond 
of a new Joke that is not come out For ; 


Fran. What do yo mean? 
Auth. Terrible Rods in Poetical Pickle for 
me, that are to give them a tickling Triumph! 
Tran. I don't hear of any; but have you 
really no Dread of them? 
Auth, If I were conſcious that Truth could 
hurt me, I ſhould not have Courage enough 
to defy it; bur, unleſs I were a Pet pet 
why am I to be in Fear of a Whipping- : 
poſt? . 
_ 5 Tran. 
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Fran. Have a care! a Man may be a very 


5 ridiculous Subject for Satire without being a 
Criminal. 


Auth. If a Satiriſt, thas knows them, tells | 


me of my Faults, he had better let them alone: 


For whenever he does, I'll try to mend nenn, 
I can tell him but that. 


Fran. A terrible Menace indeed! if you 
iy your Word. 

Auth, If I don't, it will be at my own Peril; 

if I. do, I make him an involuntary Friend, 

and then his Satire will be no more than a 
_ wholſom Doſe of Phyſick. But if he puts 
my Name to Follies or Faults that don't be- 


long to me, his Libel will be directly then a 


Purge with a wrong Label, and the Author 


: mult only talk like an W man th that does 
not mind his Buſineſs. 


Fran. And who ſhall be Jodge whether 6 


Faults imputed belong to you or not? 


Auth. I gad! I'll even truſt to the wide 


World for that, as wicked as it is. 
Fran. What the duce! do you | think | no 

part of your Character lies open? 

- Auth. Yes, as wide as moſt Mens to 

95 Laughter, but not to Contempt. Tis true 


a Man of Wit may ſoy he contemns me; but 


ill he has f given a good Reaſon for it, the 
World 


ut 
the 
rid 


believe it 
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World is not bound to take his bare Word in 
his own Cauſe. | 


Fran. Suppoſe he makes you ridiculous fot 


Faults that are viſible in you? 


Auth, Why then, I will take care not 
to be more ridiculous by being out of 
Humour, either in defending or - diſowning 


them: And if he hits me with real Wit, will 
Join in his Applauſe, as fairly as any of his 
Friends or my own Enemies. 


Fran. Ay! this would be mighty prettily 
ſaid, if you could get but a Friend or two to 
But when a thing is ſo ſtrongly 
againſt Nature, you will excuſe me if I in- 


celine to her Side againſt the thing. 


Auth. O Sir! 'twill at worſt be but in. 


miſtaken Generoſity in you to aſſiſt the Weak; 
But, as I happen to have Truth and Fact at 


the Head of my Cauſe, your Generoſity will 
make no formidable Figure againſt them. 
Fran. Hey-day! Truth and Fat! 
Auth, Ay, Sir, they are plain Engliſh Words | 
and if you have forgot what I mean by 
ati I will tell you: Don't you remember, 
at the little Theatre in the Hay-Market, upon 
the firſt Day of acting ſome” new Piere there? 


when a perfonal Jeſt upon me flew ſouce in 


oy Face, while I far in the Eye of a full 
+ 0 Audi- 
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Audience, was not I as ſuddenly loud in my 
Laugh and Applauſe, as any common Specta- 
tor? Now as I could have no Warning of 
the Shot, was not my manner of receiving 
it a plain Proof that I was more pleaſed 
with the Conceit, than hurt with the Inten- 
tion of it? 7 

Fran. Well! to do you Juſtice, now I re- 
member it, 'twas in ſome Farce of What- 
dee-callums! The the — 
Auth, O! no matter what! if you remem- 
ber the Fact I want no more of you. 


Fran. But there is one thing more J have 


a mind to remember, which is, chat I laughed 


louder at your Laugh, than I did at the Jeſt 
that raiſed you to it. 


Auth. However, 400 let your Complai- 


ſance to me depreciate the Wit of the Jobs 
upon me. 


Tran. 1 did not mean that! for if it had 


| been a dull one, I won't ſuppoſe you would 
have laugh'd at it yourſelf: But as fo ſtrong 


an ;n-promptu of your Laugh was ſo unex- 


pected, my Surprize might r give it 
the Preference. 


Auth. Well, Sir! if you : are ſo favourable 
to me in one Point, I hope you will do me 


Juſtice then in another: And therefore, not] 


think 


OH wail hou 
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Givk | it impoſſible, that wich all my viſible 
Faults. upon me, I may ftill be unmov'd at any 
Rallery or Outrage, that the faireſt or fouleſt 
Satire can ofter me, 


Fran, Why faith! I cannot ſee why a wiſe 


{ Man than yourſelf might not be of the ſame 


Temper, if he could. bring himſelf to it. 
Auth, The Sweet- meat has but one ſimple 
Ingredient——don't let him be aſhamed. of 


| his natural Incapacity, and he may taſte it 


immediately. 
Fran. Pooh! that's only ſaying don't feel 


Pain, and it will be no Pain at all. 


Auth. Nay, if he chooſes to feel it, my 


Receipt. will. do him no good! Now for 


my part I naturally hate Pain; and therefore 
will never let another 8 ill Opinion impoſe it 


upon me. 


Fran. Right! and ſo as a ſure Defence 


againſt it, you modeſtly reſolve to have a good 


Opinion of yourſelf! 


Auth. Juſt enough to make it a a comſorta- 
ble Security. | | 


Fran. So chat any Man who is as vain 
as yourſelf, may be equally out of the 


Danger. 


Auth, Why really Danger i is a State I don't 
chooſe to run into. And if Modeſty cannot 
defend 
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defend me from it, I muſt even make uſe off 
a Weapon that will. 


Fran, Meaning an impenetrable Pick. tooth 


Vanity. 


Auth. A little more Peronr upon that Head, 


if you pleaſe! Vanity may be ſometimes as 


neceſſary to an Author, as | Courage to a 


Soldier. 


Fran. And yet, methinks, a Man of Senſe 
would not boaſt of either. 


Auth, Is there any great Boaſt in ſuppoſing 


one as unavoidable as the other is neceſſary ? 


Fran, Neither of them, at leaſt, need thew 


_ chemſelves "till they are called upon. 


Auth. That I grant you; and therefore 1 
had not ſhewn my Vanity, if you- bad not 


dueſtioned my Sincerity. 


Fran. Why ſhould you think I did 3 


it? Have not you obſerved all this while, I 


only doubted it, that I might draw out the 
whole Infide of you? 


Auth. O dear Sir, as to that, 1 dare ſay 1 


have been even with you | Your hearing me 
talk ſo long of myſelf can't have been more 
a Pleaſure to you than it has to mel if that's 
your Triumph, you may catch me with the 
{ame Bait as often as you n. 


Fran. 


18, 


Is i 
Fron. Well ſaid again! open · boſomed to 
the laſt! —— But Rallery apart don't you 


find that your Friends now and then give you 


a home Thruſt, by your lying ſo open as an 


Egotiſt? 

Auth. O yes! Gepa, but as they allow 
me to make a Puſhin my Turn, tis to me but 
an agreeable Exerciſe. | 

Fran. Well, Sir, though in this Caſe your 
being admitted to reply, may be a little Relief: 
Yet, in your Egotiſm as a Writer, you won't 
meet with ſuch fair Play. For when a critical 
Reader gives you a Hit upon that weak Side, 
as you cannot always be upon the Spot to par- 
ry his Thruſt with an Anſwer, it muſt be a 
long while before you can wipe off the Im- 
putation ; and don't you think Egotiſm is a 
Fault you have been a little too fond of in 
your Apology, &c ? 

Auth. I don't know but it may——how- 
ever, I am nor yet arrived ar the Pain of re- 
penting it, 

Fran. At leaſt, if ever you write again, I 
preſume you will be more cautious of com- 
mitting it. 

Auth. 1 cannot be hive of that neither; 


Gor I find an immoderate Fabre to be 
at it again. 


5 | Fran 


wary Traders, we ſeldom venture our All 
in one Bottom; we have our weak Readers 
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Fran. What! do you write to pleaſe nobody 


a yourſelf! th 


Auth. O yes! provided 1 Anbe myſelf the 


Subject, I don't care how much you are & dw 
with 1 It, 


— 


Fran. Nor how little, 1 ſuppoſe! MY 
Auth. That's what I have not yet ſaid, sir: | 


Bur, I will venture to ſay this, that a Writer 


who does not firſt pleaſe himſelf, is'only in a 


fairer way of pleaſing nobody elſe. m 


Fran. O]! but to be fo remarkably fond of| 
yourſelf i is tireſome. 5 W. 
Auth. Not in the leaſt to tel as for my Ca 


Reader, I ſuppoſe he will do as I do, pleaſe po 
himſelf; he is under no more Obligation tot 


read than I am to write, and when we have 


not a mind to eicher, 1 dare ay, we mall NC 
both let it alone. 


Fran. Hah! your Reader IS 3 
obliged to you! But ſuppoſe a Man of Senſe? 
ſhould read your Work through, and noiſit 


like it? re: 


Auth, O Sir, as to that, we Authors are 


as well as our wiſe ones: And who can wi 


poſitively ſay, from which ſort it is, that ſo WW 
oY daily Wits pick up their daily Pread? 
Fran. 
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Fran. Well! thou art the merrief Madman 


/ 

that ever I met with! 
e Auth. And 'tis a moot Point, you know, 
d whether Madmen are miſerable, or not. Nay, 


af we may believe the Poet, 


« Theres a Pleaſure ſure in being mad, 
= © Which only Madmen know | 


a Fran. Pooh! prithee! don't 7:9 to be 
more mad than you really-are, neither, 

fl Auth. You may give it what Name you 
will; but if the Affectation pleaſes me, and 
ycan hurt nobody elle, why may not J en- 
le joy it? 

to "Fran. Should you like to be ridiculous? 
ell Auth. When I can be happy with it, I | tal i 
not ſtand for a Trifle. 

Fran. Is being ridiculous a Trifle? 

ly Auth. Let it be what it will, it is ſo com- 
mon a Caſe, that I don't ſee any body minds 
it; and if it were, as you ſeem to think it, a 
real Grievance, what miſerable Devils would 
you make of half Mankind! But while there 
\ pare ſo many illuſtrious Coxcombs in the World 
to keep one of my Obſcurity in Countenance, 
why may not I be eaſy when I am found in 
uch falhionable Company 7. ? 


| F. | F an. 
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Fran. But even admitting that Folly were 
Happineſs, are you under any Neceſſity of fo} 
often ſhewing your Folly? 

Auth. Don't plague me! for 1 will never be 
under the Trouble of hiding it. How can you 
teize me about it, when you know I have 
ſo utter an Inſenſibility of being ridiculous, chat 
in a Converſation upon Muſick, you have 

heard me fifty times ing before Handel, with 
as little Concern, as if 1 had been only ſqual- 
ling to myſelf ? | 
Tran. That's true; and I aki, Sir, my tue 
Ears have as often been the painful Witneſſes Hriv 
of it: Since then, you are reſolved to ſecure} 
your Happineſs by being incorrigible, 1 it would Kr 
be barbarous in me to diſturb it. Fo 
Auth, There you do your felf wrong! for ci 
why ſhould you ſuppoſe I am diſturb'd, be- of 


cauſe you talk better Senſe than I do? \ 
Fran. How can you think ſo, and not make iti 
: uſe of it? . DEL 8 


Auth. You might as well ask me, when I Þic 
hear a fine Song by a fine Voice, why I won't & © 
fing ſo myſelf? Now, Sir, if I am as well 
pleaſed with your Senſe, as I might be with in 
the Song, is not that as much Uſe as Nature 
will let me make of it ? But if you expect my Wit 
Practice ſhould keep Time with your 2 pf 
Why, þ 


E 
e hy, I can't dot and your Cenſure 
DY then is no more than ns, I am a fad 
Singer. . 
Fran. I find you have been ſo uſed to 
2 play the Fool in Comedy, that you begin to 
e be quite as eaſy, in the ſame Character, in real 
t Life. 
c 
1 


Auth, While Lon eaſy, 1 don t care what 
Ves you call me. | 
Fran. Don't value yourſelf upon that; for 
to be in the Wrong and eaſy in it, is a Vir- 
tue that every Knave or Blockhead may ar- 
N | 
Auth. Blockheads, I grant you, may; but 
naves are not ſo happily qualified for it: 
For though they may be proof againſt Con- 
ſcience, they are not impenetrable to the Fear 
of being found out. Now as you have not call d 
y Morals in queſtion, one part of your Po- 
ition does not reach me: And then, as there 
s no Guilt in Stupidity, I can't ſee why a 
Blockhead is to blame if he goes to * with 
quiet Conſcience. * 
Fran. But, good Sir! why ſo fond of being ; 
n avowed Blockhead? 5 
Auth. Pardon me, I don't inſiſt upon the 
Title! I am full as willing to paſs for a Man 
» Senſe; but when People won't let me, what 
213333 %Fͤ» . 
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have I to do but (like other Blockheads) think 
well of myſelf? And when J have brought} 
that about (which you know one ſeldom finds 
to be a difficult Matter) ſhould not I be aff 
greater Blockhead ſtill ro break my Reſt fo 
Gat another Man thinks of me? 5 
Fran. Well ſaid! I think the Weak and 
the Wicked of all Sorts never had fo redoubt- 
ed a Champion! For when, like another St 
George, you are mounted on your own Opi- 
nion, with that terrible Lance your Pen in 
your Hand, what ſatirical Dragon can ſtand 
before you? 
Autb. Sir, your wan Serexntl I have 
not been flouriſh'd up into fuch a fine Light : 
great while: And yet, methinks, you should 
not wonder at my Courage, when you con- 
fider how little I have to boſs by the Com 
bat. 
Fran. True ! that is an Advantage, I gra 
you ; and poſſibly the only one you have. 
Auth. Well, Sir! fince I know you will be; 
like the reſt of my Friends, as much pleaſe 
when Tam in the wrong as when I am in tha 
right; if you have a mind to ſtand for th: 
Dragon, come! ſpit your Fire, and I wil 
venture cool Tilt at you. 


Frai 
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Fran. Not I indeed, Sir; if you are ſo 


much upon your Mettle, you need but pub- 


liſh a few of your Precepts, and you will not 
want Dragons to encounter I'll warrant you: 


The fingle-ſheer Criticks will "oy you Em- 


ployment. 


Auth, Indeed they v won't—Iam not ſo mad 


as to think myſelf a Match for the Invulne- 
rable. 


Fran. Have a care howerer, there's one of 
them Foulwit; tho he can't feel, he can bite. 


Auth. Ay! ſo will Bugs and Fleas; but 


that's only for Suſtenance ; every Thing muſt 
| ſeed, you know; and your creeping Criticks 
are a ſort of Vermin, that if they could come 
at a King, would not ſpare him. Vet when- 
ever they can perſuade others to laugh : at their 


Jeſt upon me, I will honeſtly make one of 


the be er but I muſt afk their Pardon, 
if that ſhould be all the Reply 1 can afford 
them. 

Fran. And this you would” have other 


People do with the ſame Tranquillity. 


Auth. J don't pretend to be a Pattern for 
other People, but as we have an equal Right 
to follow our own Fancies, I hope they will 

allow me to have a good LN of the Ad- 


vice I take rn 


| Peak : 
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Fran, O, Sir! they will eaſily allow you a 
Pleaſure, which not one in a Thouſand will 


believe you can take, or that there is a Tittle 


of Truth in all this Indolence you pretend to. 
Auth. That would only prove it „ 


comfortable. 


Fran. The Comforts of Vanity are ſolid 


Bleſſings indeed 
Auth. J had rather you would call it Pru- 
dence! For if a wrong Opinion does my Bu- 


fſinels, why ſhould I part with it for one chat 


would pinch me? 


Fran. This is directly the ſtoical N mchs- 


lence of that. modiſh mas Reel my ay 


Foppington, 


Autb. Why, how do you think I could hav 
given you ſo finith'd a Coxcomb, if 1 had not 
found a good deal of the ſame Stuff in YR | 


to make him with? 
Fran. Upon my Liſe, I believe you! 


Auth, Upon my Soul, you may! and are ag 
welcome to laugh at the one as the other. 
Fran, A Man cannot always laugh when 
he is a{k'd, you know; but I believe you may 
find People enough who will do you: that Fa- 
your with leſs Ceremony. 


Auth. O Sir, the leſs RP generally 


he more joyous the Company. And I can 
aſſure 


1 
l 
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| aflure you Laughing never ſpoils it with 1 me, 
though it be at myſelf. Fe 0 


Fon. But, my good Friend, arg not you 


afraid your being ſo often the Butt of the 


Company ſhould let you down lower, in Lite, 
than you need be ? 

Auth. Not at all; he who can beſt bear it, 
18 generally the Man mark'd out for | it. But 
admitting it were to bring me under the Diſ- 
advantage you mention, I had rather be lower 
ſtill, than beraiſed by my Gravity to the Ho- 
nour of being treated like a ſolemn well-bred 


Inſipid, with a hum-drum filent Civility. 


What! never be talk'd to! Have no more of 
the ſocial Joy than an Elbow-Chair? No! 
no! abuſe ! abuſe ! roſt and rally me to 
within an Inch of a Mad-man, rather than 
compliment nie out of the Company ! Come, 
don't lift up your Hands and Eyes at that wiſe 
Rate! for I ſhall not give up my Philoſophy, 
becauſe your Aſtoniſnment cant compeevesd 
it. 
"Iran, Well ! well! don't fall out of your 
Philoſophy into a Paſſion, I beſeech you, 
ſweet Sir ! Bur if I do not miſtake, your firſt 
Principle of it is, that no Man's Opinion 
ſhall ever make you change the good one you 
have of vourſelf: Now, Sir, as that is not 
| What 
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what I am labouring at (for Labour-in- vain, 
you know, is a mighty ſimple Employment) 
but as I have an equal Right with yourſelf to 


be as ſingular in my Opinion, pray give me | 


leave to put a few more Queſtions upon yours, 


before I implicitly come into you. 


Auth. Sir, you may banter me wich fifty 


thouſand, if you pleaſe : But if you were to 
aſk them ſeriouſly, I am ſure you muſt do it 
againſt your Conſcience. 


Fran. J hope you don't offer that as a mo- 


deſt Aſſertion! 


Auth. No! no! 1 only mean it t for Truth, 


and Truth, you know, never diſſembles. 


Fran. Error too has i its Affurance upon Oc- 
caſion. 


Auth. Nay! nay! I won't fy but chat 


may ſometimes have been my own Caſe : Bur 


now I muſt beg to be excuſed : For to me it 


is inconceivable (though you have ſo ſtoutly 
taken the other Side of the Queſtion) but that 


in your Conſcience you muſt all ng: have 
thought juſt as I do. 


Fran. Give me leave, at leaſt, not to chink 


that ever any body thought like you. 


Auth. Ay! ay! that's thinking ill as 1 


think, 


Fran. 


FR 
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Fran. Since then I am to ſquare my Way 


ſof Thinking by yours, I defire to know if 


I may. be allowed to think that (however you 


may be content with your Character) a little 
more reſerve in it would do it no harm, and 
chat a Boy of Seventy odd is a very odd 


thing. 
Auth. It is not a common 1 1 grant 


you; nor am I yet wiſe enough to think it an 


unpleaſant thing: There may be finer Birds 
in the Buſh for ought I know, but what I 
have in my Hand fall even ſerve me to fool 


gout the reſt of my Time with. For to tell 
you the Truth, I am afraid my Character has 


taken too deep a Ply to be new-modell'd at 
my Time o'Day : So I muſt even wear it our 
as it is: And while I can contrive to be rather 


younger than wiſer every Day, and every 


Way, except one, I hope you won't inſiſt that 


there can be much Vanity in my being ſatiſ- 


fied with ſuch a Poverty of Character. 
Fran, Don't be quite ſo confident, dear 
Sir! you firſt ſuppoſe me convinced af my 


Error, and then triumph before I confeſs it! 
For pray, Sir, why am I to believe that this 
odd Picture you preſent of yourſelf now, or 
Jas you have drawn it in your A/o!egy, os is 
any more than a Copy of your Cou intenance? 


BB VVhat 
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What Proof or Inducement have you given to 
make us believe that all this frank and free 
Philoſophy, which you ſo ſmilingly pretend 
to be maſter of, does really and honeſtly be- 
long to you? Or if it does, way don't you 
honeſtly mend it? 

Auth. So I would, if you could dev me 
the leaſt Diſhoneſty i in it. 


Fran. Are not your Follies worth a little 
look ing over? I 
Auth, Yes, and upon a Review I do not y. 
defire prettier Things to play with. 1 
Fran. O ho! what! you are yet too young | 


to leave them off it ſeems? | 1 
Auth. O dear! not at all: I would quick 
them this Moment upon moderate Terms. » 


Fran. And what may thoſe be, good Sir? Il 

Auth. Only provided you will give me anyſl 
Thing in the mean time that will pleaſe me x 
better.. 

Fran. What think you of ths World's bet- l 
ter Opinion? Would not that be as good a 
ching for a Man to paſs away his Time with? 
Aub. Ves: if I could have it gratis; but 
whether I am able to come up to the Price 
they may aſk for it, is another Queſtion. And 
I cannot fee why I am obliged o go finer- 

8 drels d chan 1 can afford. 


F ran. 


a 28 


ü 
e 
1 


[ 43 ] 7 85 

Fran. I don't ſay you are: But you are not 
obliged to be a Sloven. 

Auth. What do you call a Sloven ? 

Fran. One that is dirtier than he needs be, 
that wears his Clothes as negligently as you 
do your Character, dawb'd with fifry Follies 
that you have the Face to be fond of. 

Auth. Well, Sir! and if I am this filthy 
Fool you would make me, how comes it that 
in ſo long an Acquaintance, you have never 


yet turn d up your Noſe at me? 


Fran. What, if I am not ſo nice, it does not 
follow that other People may not have done 


ſo. 


Auth. And if we are to ſuppoſe they have, 
why are you exculable ? Why have not you 


done the ſame ? 
Fran, Pooh ! I am out © the Queſtion— | 


you muſt not mind me 


Auth. Yes, but J muſt— ti tis to you only, * 


put the Queſtion, 
Fran. Lord! your Follies are as habitual 


to me as my own, I have known you a long 
time——yet as I am but one of the Thou- 
ſands that know you, why ſhould not you de- 


. fire to be endured by ny body as well as 
myſelf! Eo 
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Auth. No ! no! give me your Hand, dear 
Sir! You are enough to do my Buſineſs ! 
 Omne majus continet in ſe minus. There can- 
not be many of my Acquaintance that need 
be aſham'd of doing as you do. 
Fran. What! you are making me a Com- 
pliment, only to ſhew how little common 
Senſe will content you. 
Auth. Yes truly, my Humility is much 
like that of a fine Lady's, I never complain 


when I have more than I deſerve. Or not to 


rate myſelf ſo high, my Modeſty is rather like 
that of Jevon the Comedian, who coming 
into a Club of his Acquaintance with dirty 
Shoes, contentedly took a clean Napkin from 
the Table to wipe them ; when the Waiter 
deſiring him to ſtay till he could fetch him a 
_ coarſe Cloth, Fevon gently replied, No! no! 


thank you, my good Lad; this will ſerve me 


well enough. And io, Sir- 


-d fortiori. 


Fran. Humh ! this does not ſeem to be lo 


good a Compliment to me as t other. 


Auth. Why, it is making you do a little 


dirty Work, I confeſs; but as it is ſhewing 


* willing to do me juſtice at the ſame 


time, I know you won't ſtand upon Cere- 
mony. 
Fan. Not I, I'II aſſure you, I love to ſee 
you like yourſelf, Auth, 
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Auth. Tis true, it does ſeem to be a little 
Blunder in Good- breeding, but it is none in 
my Argument. 

Fran. Nay, 1 muſt allow that your Argu- 
ments are as extraordinary as Tour” Follies 
can pretend to be. 

Auth. Well, Sir! while (as J have often 
ſaid) they hurt no body but myſelf, let me 
alone to find my Account in them: As for 
Fame, how little ſoever I may be in her Fa- 
vour, I know ſhe 1s too chaſte a Lady to be 
won by every forward Pretender : I can gaze 
upon her Beauty without dying for her; the 
moſt buſy about her is not always her Man; 
ſhe has Wings to avoid, as well as to follow 
thoſe that have, or have not Merit; and I 
dare ſay you will now think it too late for 


me to run like a Child after a Swallow. As 


J have therefore but little Reputation to loſe, 
I have the leſs to plague me with the Care of. 
Fran. Right ! and ſo you know Cantabit 


vacuus, &c. 


Auth, But pray, Sir, don't from thence 
conclude, I ſhould not be as willing to have 
more Senſe in my Head as I ſhould be to 
have more Money in my Pocket; but how to 
come at it, there's the Point! Now where ic 
is not to be had, you know, Poor Colley, me- 


thinks, 


[ 46 ] 
thinks, need not be aſhamed to do as the Pro- 
verb lays the King does by his Right upon the 
ſame Occaſion 

fore (as I fay) I can till be chearful under all 
theſe Diſadvantages, though it ſhould be at 
the Expence of wiſer Peoples pitying my 
Weakneſs, I ſhall not complain of their hold- 
ing me to a hard Bargain: But ſhall even ſo- 
lace myſelf with the End of an old French 


Song; ; 


Quand on obtient ce qu'on ai ine, 
8 importe, 94 'importe quel Sharks & 


What a Man has a mind to ſhould ne er make 


him nice, 


: W hat Fool would be bald for the Pfu 
Price? 


ow Well card, Diſcretion l if I don t wolf. 


take this very Song was ſung by a jolly 


Frenchman, when he took leave of the World, 
with a Swing under the Gallows: Are not 
you aſham'd to be ſo far outdone 1 in your 
own Philoſophy ? 
Auth, If you think my Philoſophy fooliſh, 
1 need not be aum d of being outdone: in 


5 the Follies of it. 


Fran. Vet you will perſiſt i in them, ee 
"+. ut; 


go without it. If there- 


Ta) 


Auth. While I am not in fear that any of 


them will come up to the Frenchman's Pre- 


ferment, I will even wear them as I do my 


old Clothes, till I can get new of the ſame Cut. 


Fran, Nay! you were always Fop enough 
to be in the Faſhion; and I grant you that 
not to be a wiſe Man is no great wonder at this 
time © Day. You may keep moſt of Four 
Follies without being ſtar'd ar. 

Auth. Let 'em be ſtar'd at! it would be 
hard if I could not ſtand that, after having 
been ſtar'd at by ſo many Thouſands for near 
fifty Years together. 

Fran. Nay * that's no Conſiyacnis neither; 
becauſe, in a Play, you were never er ſuppoſed ro 
be yourſelf. 

Auth. You are right but chat was only one 
of my wanton ways of expreſſing myſelf. 

Fran. Hah! to be wanton when a Fellow is 
almoſt three parts of an hundred Years old, is 
ſomething particular indeed! 

Auth. Why, there is no Vanity in that, i8 
there? 

Fran. No, no! there's only a good deal of 
Courage i Hy IC: 

Auth. Call it what you will, provided you 
allow there may be ſomething Iikein it, I 
don' ethink you can well Bye it a hard Name. 

Fran. 


1 you may as well fancy J like your 
Odes, for I don t remember 1 ever commended 


them 4 uth. 
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Fran. If I ſhould, I ſuppoſe you would not 


mind it. 


| Auth. Not much from any body elſe: But 


from you, een 
| ſay to it. 


Fran. Why, do you find I have a d ifferent 
Opinion of you, from what the reſt of thc 


World has? | 
Auth. Yes, for I ſee you have a better Opi- 


nion of me than I deſerve, 


Fran. What do I ſhew it in? 
Auth. You abuſe me more than you do any 


body elſe. 


Fran. That's only fancyitg I have a quicker 


Eye to your Errors, than to other Peoples: 
Bur I love to ſpeak as I think, you know. 


Auth. However, you are not ſo weak as to 


: fag every thing you think; nor always ſo cun- 
ning as to hide what you have not a mind t to 
ſay. 


Auth. You can't fog I diſſemble with you, 


at leaſt. 


Auth. Don't be too poſitive; 1 you have 8 


one very ſuſpicious Quality; you never find 
fault with any body you don't like. 


Fran. If finding fault is a Proof of Appro- 


T7] 


"Auth. Pooh! that's only not to be particu- 
lar; an Ode is a Butt, that a whole Quiver 


of Wit is let fly at every Year! And when 


the Merriment riſes to a Chorus upon it, you 
would be almoſt ridiculous to be our of it: 
For none but Dunces would be ſerious Criticks 
upon them, and thoſe you know are un- 
anſwerable. 8 

Fran. Otherwiſe, you would inſinuate that 
your Odes are defenſible. 

Auth, No, yet if they are not leſs pardona- 
ble than thoſe of my Predeceſſors, there can 
be no great Shame in not coming nearer Ho- 
race than they did: And if Horace himſelf 
had been obliged, like me, to have wrote 
four and twenty times upon the ſame Subject, 
might it not be a fair Queſtion, whether he 
would have been always able ro come op, to 
his Carmen Scculare?̃ 

Fran. O ho! what! you are ſquesking for 
Mercy, I find! But pray, Sir, when did you 


ever hear of any ever ſhewn to the Lays of a 


Laureat ? 
Auth, Never! and as no Man can hope 
for it, there can be no great Diſgrace in not 


meeting with it. Therefore Dryden ſeldom if 
ever ſuffered any of His to go farther than the 


Rogm they were lung in; and though his 
(3 Feaſt 
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Feaſt. of Alexander, perhaps, never had its 
equal; yet when the Writing of an Ode be- 
came his Duty, even to thoſe Princes whoſe W. 
Favourite he was, and whoſe Government, in 
his other Poems, he ſo often profeſſed to ad- 
mire: We, notwithſtanding, do not find that 
in all his fix Miſcellany-Volumes, he had been | 
tempted to give any one of thoſe his annual 
Productions a Place. Does not this look as if 

he knew, without the Muſick to them, they 

Had but an AdgectiveMerit, and would not ſtand | 
by themſelves. 


Fran. How come you chen to have ſo much 
better Opinion of your own Odes, as to pub- | 
liſh them in almoſt every News- paper? 
Aub. Softly, good Sir, I am not quite ſo 
vain; for they conſtantly creep into thoſe Pa- 
pers without my Conſent or Knowledge: How 
they come there, I do not give myſelf che 
Trouble to enquire! probably ſome poor Spy 
of the Preſs may filch them out of the ſeve- 
ral Parts of the Voices at a Practice: Yet if 
they would be ſo merciful as never to print 
more Nonſenſe than I write, I could with leſs 
Concern compound for the Felony. 


Auth, Well! I ſee you are cunning enough} 


to find a Hole for your Nonſenſe to creep 
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Fran. O dear Sir, I have a much deeper 


$ Cunning than that! when they once get out of 


my Hands into the Compoſers, they ſerve all 


my Purpoſes as well as if a whole College 


of Criticks were not able to find a ſingle 
Fault in them. 

Fran. From you, I ſuppoſe, we muſt take 
this for Modeſty now; but I am afraid it is 
not quite the thing. 

Auth. If it be true, it is as good a thing. 
Fran. But that's ſtill another Queſtion. 

Auth. That 1 believe it true, is no Queſtion. 

Fran. O Sir! nobody queſtions your Va- 


Puth. If it were in my Power to be modeſt, 


I don't ſee you would ever allow me ſo. 


Fran. However you need not be ſo ſurly, as 
never to ſhew us a Spice of it. Pe 

| Auth. Pooh! that's a Challenge ic would be 
Impudence to anſwer. Modeſty is a Maid, 
that is aſham'd to call herſelf by her Own. 


Name; how then can I anſwer you, when you 


have ſo ſlily tied up my Tongue? Not but I 
believe I have a back Way to {1 | into your 


; better O Opinion, 


Fran. Hah ! J ſhould be olad to ſee you 


Eo 
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do! 


Fran. And how will your Modeſty make 
chat out? 


Auth, Why, I keep y you Company, 4 you 
keep me Company. 


Fran. Gad ſo! there you have hit it off 


indeed; but do you know, facetious Sir, that a 


wiſer Man than I, may play with a * 
ſometimes. 

Autb. Nay! if I am as „ much in "Favour 
as Frist is, I am pretty well off. 


Fran. There's no taking you down, I ſee. 


Auth. Don't be uneaſy at that, I can take 
the Will for the Deed ; I know you are in- 
clin'd to humble me, becauſe you find i it {6 
difficult. Os | EE 

Fran. No! I'll even give you over, you 
are full as well as you are; if your Aſſurance 
were lower'd you might not have ſo good an 
Opinion of yourſelf, and then "00 would be 

ſpoil'd. | 
Autb. If I am ſpoil'd, tis > owing to your 
| Flattery. 


Fran. That $ merry, indeed bd latter you! 


Auth. 


Auth. Why then, Sir, how comes it, that 
with all theſe Faults you have tied to my Tail, 
you ſtill ſee J keep better Company than you 


gun 
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Auth. Yes; how came you to take all this 
pains to mend me, if you thought I was good 
for nothing ? 

Fran. Pooh! many a filly Fellow may be 
mended, and not be good for much then neither. 

Auth, And yetI am good enough for you, I 
ſee, though I am not mended ar all. 

Fran. That only ſuppoſes I have an ill 
Taſte; which, if I had, would be no great 
Proof of your being one Jot better chan I 
think you. 

Auth. 1 don't deſire to be better. 

Fran. That's the common n Modeſty of Aſ⸗ 
ſurance! 

Auth. A modeſt Man in your Hands would 
have a fine time on't truly. 
Fran. I don't know how you contrive to 
flatter yourſelf, for if ever I ſaid I liked you 
in my Life, I have utterly forgot it. 

Auth. You have too much Wir to have a 
good Memory. 

Fran. And you have ſo much, chat 1 don't 
underſtand vou. | 

Auth. Then let it be as you 1 ! Ay! 
you always ſpeak as you think of me. 


Fran. I hope then you don't doubt my 
dincerity. 


Auth. 


1 


Auth. Not in the leaſt, I Jon” t deſire a 
1 Proof of it. 


Fran. Why ſo, pray, would my good Word 
do you any Harm? 


Auth. am not ſure that your il Word does 


not do me as much Good. 


Fran. I can't poſſibly ſay any ching to that, 


unleſs it were intelligible. 
Auth. Nay, I only mean, that as Siocitiny 


in an ironical Dreſs, is much more agreeable 
to me, than in a literal one; I therefore may 


ſafely ſay, you always mu as well of me a; 

1 defire. 

- ran; At this rate you may ſuppoſe fe 
Men alive have a more laudable Character than 
yourſelf; for (if lying under an ill Tongue 
is a Proof of it) ROBOGY, I grant, has bee 
better abuſed. 

Auth. 1 am afraid you do me too muc 
Honour, for that implies. more Merit than 
am Maſter of. 1 
Fran. Pooh! T hat's only ſaying you are nc 
more abuſed than comes to your Share : Value 
yourſelf upon that as much as you pleaſe. 

Auth, If I faw you abuſe any body but me 
I fould not value myſelf upon that neither: 
Bur as I have you all ro myſelf, the mort 
you ſingle me out for your Mirth, the eaſie 
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you make me: For if you were once to take off 


your Cynical Mask, I am not ſure there might 
be weight enough 1 in me to balance the — 
gation. 


Fran. My Mask! Now, if other People 


were to hear you talk thus, might not a modeſt 
Man be tempted to think you a very MR 


Fellow ? 
Auth. Yes! and ſo may you too, if you 


| pleaſe: But pray, Sir, why may not I dif- 
| ſemble as well as you, and be juſt as Os: 


dent as you are ill-natur'd ? 

Fran. Thou art an incorrigible Whelp, and 
ſo let's call another Cauſe. Come let me ſee 
ſome of your Fooleries. e 

Auth. As many as you pleaſe, now I have 
eas'd my Heart a little, I will ſhew you any 
Thing: What ſort ſhould you like leaſt ? 

Fran. Any thing you like Beſt, may come 
up to that, I believe. I don't care what it is. 
Auth, Norl neither There they lie! be 
pleaſed to diſpleaſe yourſelf! 

Fran. What's this? Hah! the very ching I 
wanted to fee! the Epilogue upon yourſelf, I 
was not in Town when you ſpoke it. Let's 
ſee now, if you can cheat me as well as you 5 


did your Aaienen for I hear V liked it. 


Autb. 
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Auth. If you have a mind it ſhould cheat 
you too, you muſt hear me repeat it. 

Fran. Well, that's but fair; for I ſuppoſe 
you writ it rather to be heard than read: Bu 
prithee, how could you have the Aſſurance to 
ſpeak any thing upon ſo tickliſh a Subject? 

Auth, From my Vanity! I had a mind to 
ſee if I could not make the Town laugh louder 
at me, than all the Wits that had worried 
me for above twenty Years before: And as 
an honeſt Engliſb Admiral ſaid, when he had 


| burnt, ſunk, and deſtroy'd the Enemy—— _ 


I ba dun F. 


Tran. Nay! you are a bold Briton, indeed 
4 th. Bur, to give you a more ſerious Rea- 
ſon, I was almoſt under a charicable Neceſſity 
of doing it. | 
Fran. What do you mean? 
Autb. Thad given my Promiſe to play the 
Part of Fondle Wife in the Old Batchelor, one 
Night, for a Friend's Friend in diſtreſs, but not 
daring to hope that ſo ſhort a Part would be 
ſtrong enough to fill the Houſe for him, I fancied 
an Epilogue upon ſo particular a Subject might 
make People a little more curious to come to 


it; and accordingly i it had its full and ſufficient 


Effect. bg 
Fran, 
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Fran. Well! let's hear it. 
Auth,” J muſt firſt tell you, that the Succeſs 


Having encouraged me to repeat it a ſecond | 


and third Night, for my own Profit, I was 
obliged (to avoid an Abſurdity) to alter a Line 
or two; and with that Variation you now 
have it. 


Fran. Away with it. 


* Now worn with Nears, and yet in Folly ſtrong, 


Now to act Parts, your Grandſires ſaw when young! 
M bat could provoke me! was always wrong. 


Fran. Well laid Modeſty and Aſſurance! 


Ridiculous enough. 


Auth, Nay! if you flatter me, you will put N 
me out of Countenance! 
Fran. O prey keep it! 90 on 1 beſcech 
you. 


* 


Auth. To hope, with Hoe, I could advance in Merit! f 
Even Age well afted, acts a youthful Spirit: 
To feel my Wants, yet ſhew em thus deteBed, 
Ts living to the Dotage, I have acted! 5 
7 have afted only Once excus'd might be, 
When l but play's the Fool for Garin / 
But fondly to repeat it !—Senſeleſs Ninny ! Os 
— No — now—as Docturs do] touch the Guinea! | 
And while I find my Doſes can affect you, 
 *Twere greater Folly ſtill, foould 1 neglect ou. 


H Fran. 
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Fran. Well! ſo far the Cheat is fair enough: 
For though a Man might read this without 
moving a Muſcle, yet as you repeat it, one 
need not be aſhamed to laugh at it. 


Auth. Thar Salt 3 i pretends e don t 


interrupt me. 


7 duns this Excuſe, at White's they'll not aller f me; 


The Ralliers There, in Diſf'rent Lights will ſhew me. 


They'll tell you There : 1 only a- Rogue! 
* To play with Cocky! — Ol the doting Dog! 
Aud howſoe'er an Audience might regard me. 
One—-tiſs ye Nykin, amply migh reward me 


e. By the way who play d your Coch 
chen? | 


her being upon this Stage. 


Fran. O ho! they might give you a Colts | 


T ooth for her indeed. 


5 Auth. Let tom enjoy the 700 011 v Laugh inceſſant ! 
For Tru, or Falſe, or Right, or M ron, lis pleaſant : 1 
Miæt, in the wiſeſt Heads, we fiad ſome Folly, 
Zet T find few ſuch happy Fools — as Colley! 


Fran. Nay! you have a particular Receipt 
for Happineſs truly. 


Auth. So long 4“ bave lid d the daily Satire s Stroke, 
 Unmov'd by Blows, that might have felPd an Oak, 
Aud ye. have ng” the er d Libel tos Jote. 


Supp 


Auth. Mrs. IW:ffington, the firſt Seaſon of 


The ftrongeſt Satire*s on a Blockhead lat; 
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* Suppoſe ſuch want of Feeling prove me dull! 
What's my Aggreſſor hen —a peeviſh Foal! 


For none but Fools or Madmen ſtrike a Pop. 
1f for my Folh's larger Lift you call, | 
My Life has lump'd em] There you'll read 'em all. 
There you'll find Vanity, wild Hopes purſuing, »5 
A wide Attempt, to ſave the Stage from Ruin ! 
There I confeſs, 1 have outdone my own out- 
doing! 


Fran. A very fair Confeflion ! but with 
the old Mixture, Modeſty and Aſſurance 
again! | 
Auth, Pray in! find fault with my Limon 
and Sugar. ; 

Fran. Go on! go on! 


| Auth. As for what's left of Life, if flill ill ds 


Tis at your Service, pleas d while pleaſing yo 
But then, miſtake me not ! «when youve enongh |, 
One ſlender Houſe declares both Parties off 

Or 1ruth in homely Proveiro to advance, 

I pipe no longer than you care ts dance. 


Fran. Well! I fancy 1 bad as good not to 
be too Critical now, that I may be believ'd 


to be right the next time l happen to laugh "op 


your being in the wrong. 


He a: ui. 
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Auth, O Sir! as to thar, pray pleaſe your- 
ſelf: 1 don't want to compound with you: 
Let our Account be always open, I beſeech 
you: You may draw upon me as deep as you 
will: For while Laughter paſſes for Payment 
in Wit, you'll find mine as good as the Bank: 


A contented Vanity is never afraid of being 
poor or ridiculous, 


Fran. Nor ever feels the Misfortune when 
it falls! Therefore as Æſoß ſays in the Play, 


How noble were the thing cold Knowledge, 
Did t but lead us to a Bliſs like thine 


Auth. Then, dear Sir! how can your Wil. 
dom be ſo weak, as to let your Wit ſo often 
waſh a Blackamore? Or why is even a Black 
a Fool, for being content wich his natural 
Coinplexion t - 

Fran. Since you are fo Fond of your ſweet 
Features, and were not aſham'd to ſhew them 
to the whole Town in your Epilogue. Why 
would not you print it, and fend Copies of 
ſo odd an Original into the Country too? 

Auth. So I would, if I could have feen 
which way it would have been worth my 
While. 5 

Fran. Do it fill then; in ſome Miſcel- 
lany; or it might pats very properly, as a 


ſort 


[ 6: 


ſort of Theatrical Anecdote, in the Supple- 
ment to your Life, &c. which, by the way, I 


hear you intend ſhortly to come out with. 
' Auth. Then you hear more than I ever 


thought of, or ſhall ever trouble my Head 
about: No, if I were to publiſh, I don't 
know any thing would ſooner tempt me than 
the very Converſation that has now paſs'd be- 
tween us : I have ſeen two Faces in the ſame 
Picture make a very agreeable Contraſt. 

Fran. Yes | and I ſuppoſe your Modeſty 
would chooſe to make yourſelf the TOR, 
and me the Anteus, 

Auth. No, Sir! 1 ſhould be as well pleaſed 
if I were the Diogenes, and you the Alexander. 
For I am as incorrigibly wiſe as OP | are apt | 
to wonder at it. 

Fran. That might be * one of us in- 


deed; but however able an Artiſt you may be, 


1 am not quite fo fond of being in a Aas. 
tinto as you are. . 
Auth. If I were to ſer a fictitious Nuts to 


your Face, what Objection have you to it? 


Fran. None in the leaſt. You have ſo 
many Friends, who have the ſame. unmerci- 


ful Value for you, that the Number may 
very well keep any one of them in Counte- 


nance, For who knows Colley, that has not 
laugh'd 


— 


[ 62 ] 
laugh'd at the open Oddneſs of his Follies ? 
And I believe there are as few that need be 
aſham'd of it. 

Auth. Tgad! I'Il even take your Word for 
the reſt of them then ! And to- morrow- morn- 


ing I will anſwer you all in a Lump! The 


ſame Plea ſhall ſerve to all your Declaratians ! 
Fran. It will, 


= Was always wrong + 4 


Auth. Wall if 1 ſhould not ſo nicely hit 
yours; however I ſhall keep up wy own 
Character. 535 


Fran. Tis a choice one, 10 “ 
Autb. Ay and it's now become Eber 


Choice too: So [ will even make another meal 


of it. 


at worſt, make good 
your own Words in the Epilogue; for we 
ſhall all allow you to have been right when 
you lad—— 


Fran. Ay! A 0 any thing he than ſtarve 
your Fancy. But why don't you ſometimes 
5 garniſh your Diſh (tho' there be but a cold 
Bit in it) with a little Poetical Parfly? A 
Copy of Commendatory Verſes from a Friend 
or ſo, before a Work might give it an Air of 
Vogue and Importance! 


Auth, 


ma} Hd wy. = F3 
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Autb. Ay! if I had knack enough to be 
my own Friend, and could write them my- 
ſelf, then indeed J might be flatter d up to 
my own Fancy; but as bad Verſes are the 
Devil, and good ones I can't get up to — 
How fhall I come at the Compliment ? 
Fran. Honeſtly buy it then! there's many 
a ſpruce Pen will take your own Account of 


your Merit, and do you the Favour for an 


Ounce and a Dinner. 


Auth, Not unlikely, but bet Air is one of 


the Bubbles I never cared to come into: And 
though Pegaſus may have been hack d out 


upon theſe Occaſions, I hate to hire a Jade 


that goes as heavy as a Dray-horſe dragging 


the Load of a lumbering Dedication. 


Fran. It's a long, long Way from your 


Door to the Temple of Fame; and if you 


don't now and then take a Lift, you will 


hardly get thither while you live. 


Auth. Sir—as I have not the Honour of 


her Acquaintance, I ſhall make no Viſits, 


where the Porter may juſtly refuſe me Ad- 


mittance. Nor will I borrow the lac'd Coat 


of another's Muſe, to paſs me for an Author 
of Eminence. 
| Fran. This is meer idle Wilfulneſs, you . 
are not ſo chaſte in other Points of your 


Conduct; 


1 
* K. . 


[64] 

Conduct ; you have been leſs aſham'd of 
| prone Follies than this would amount to. 
Auth. Yes, when only my Ignorance com- 
mits them, I believe I may: But to be delibe- 
rarely, knowingly vain, is, what I cannot V 
ſo eaſily get over: No! to beg for Praiſe! 
to proclaim my Vanity by beat of Drum | 
to patronize a poetical Compliment to my 
ſelf! to approve, adopt, and own it! pray, 
how little would this fall ſhort of writing 
it myſelf? What bur the loweſt Indigence 
of Spirit could away with ir? The barren 
Brain of a School-boy, that gets another to 
make his Exerciſe, is more excuſable. 
Fran. Why, you are in earneſt, Colley ! 
Auth,” Nay, I ſee you love to fool me up 
to it ſometimes: But now I have ſhot my 
Bolt, you may even be wiſe by yourlell if you 
a 

Fran. Suppoſe a Muſe of Merit bs ſhould 
make you a Compliment, you would not be 
be ſo ill-bred as not to publiſh it. 
Auth, Would not the Compliment be 
greater to me, if the Author N it 
himſelf? | 


Fran. 
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Fran. Ay, but if it did not ſtand at the 
Head of your Work, it might not to wel 


.anſwer his Purpole. 
Auth. Like enough, if he had any och 


View, than my private Acknowledgment for 
it: But if he expected Me to publiſh ir, I muſt 
ſuppoſe he rather wrote to give the World a 
Sample of his Own Wir, thando a Favour to 


Mine. 


Fran. You would not find fault with a 


Preſent of Value, ſure! _ 
Auth. Yes but 1 would, if 1 did not like 


the Terms I am to receive it upon; and I 
ſhould think publiſking my own Praiſe, 
would be buying the Favour too dear : Nay 
the ſtronger his Verſe, the __ wound be 


my Objection to it. 
Fran. This is a new Way of Thinking. 


Auth. So are moſt reaſonable Ways: F or 


my part I know very little Difference between 
the Editor and Author of his own Praiſe - 


Beſides, Authors are ſo apt to be partial to Fa- 
vours of that Kind, that they often give us 
Mole- hills for Mountains, and provided they 


are bur commended, don't mind whether the 


Com prnnent | 1s made them in a fine Copy or 


4 flat one. 


Fran. 
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Fran. Why, that indeed 1s a little too often 


the Caſe: But you told me ſome time ago you 


had a Favour of this Sort from a Female Pen 


(upon her Reading your Life) that you thought 


had ſomething uncommon in it: If you have 


It here, I wiſh you would let me ſee it. 
Auth, With all my Heart, if I can find ir. 
Fran. Why would not you Publiſh it be- 

fore your ſecond Edition ? 

Auth. For a Reaſon you will hardly believe 

1 lik'd it  1o well, 1 was really aſham'd to 


Fran; You are in the Right, I cannot be- 
lieve that was your Reaſon. 
Auth. Nay, fince you will not allow me 


any Modeſty at all: I may as well make the 
moſt of my Vanity, and fairly print it, as on- 
ly ſhewn to you in our preſent Converſation: 
For that J will publiſh, depend upon it. 


Fran, With all my Heart, and let it ſtand 


this very Place, if you pleaſe, for I will ſee 


A Compliment to Colley muſt be a Rarity 


45 


Auth. There it is, cas | | 
Fran. Humh! this is a Hand I have ſeen. 
| Auth, You have ſeen ſeveral of her Verſes 


| ſent over to White's, Nay, you may read it 
vourſelf, it wants no help. 


To 


Fr 
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To Mr. C I BB E R. 


Fran. When you advis'd me, Sir, to chooſe 
Some odd new Subject for the Muſe, 

From Thought to Thought unpleas'd I chang'd; 
Through Nature, Art, and Science rang'd: 
But flill could nought diſcover new, 

Till happily T fixt on you. 
Your Stoic Turn, and chearful Mind, 

Have mark'd you out from all Mankind, 
T he oddeſt Theme, my Muſe could find. 
Like other Men, you nothing do, 

The World's one Round of Joy to you : B 
Though Senſe and Merit are your Cheice, 
Du can with gayeſt Rakes rejoice : 

The Miſe, the Weak, the Sot, the Sage, 

' Your Hours can equally engage; 5 
Can taſte them all, in Seaſon fit, 

And match their Follies, or their Wit. 
Not Wit that libels, makes you grave; 
At what you ſmile, my Mind would rave! 

Jo rail at you, is Wit run riot; 

When Snarlers grin, your Face is quiet : : 
Nur Faults that lately ſivell d your Volume, 
Are ſo confeſs d, they've raisd a Column! 
Which when weak Spleen would Shake or Hock, . 


1 ll, rt braſs on a Rock * 5 
1 2 Puch 
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| Truth has, in you, ſo fixt her Seat 


Not all your Converſe with the Great, 
Has yet miſled you — to Deceit. 


Dur Breaſt jo bare, ſo free from Blame, 
Why, ſure ! your Tongue and Heart's the ſame! 
Moſt Hearts the harder grow with Years, 


But yours, yet, lends th' Afflicted Tears | 
Has Merit pin'd in want and Grief ? 
Your bountecus Hand has brought Relief. 
To you, where Frailty ſhades the Soul, 


One ſhining Grace commands the whole ! 
Can no Experience make you wiſer ® 


Nor Age convert 22 to a _ ? 


What other Writer "7 our Ihe, 


Like you at Gall of Wit could nile? 
Above the Weakneſs to return it, 
Or ſcarce concern d enough to ſeorn it? 


You, ſtill unmov d, have flood their Dirt, 
Knowing 'twould neither ſtick nor burt. 


_ While graver Bards, by Dunces ſlung, 
With V er ſe provok'd, aveng'd the Wrong ; ; 


With an uncommon Candour you, 

Such Bards more humanly ſubdue ; 
Calm and compos'd, your conſcious Spirit 

Can celebrate with Praiſe their Merit: 


Thus 
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Thus yielding, conquer ; fer ſure! Nature 


Muft feel ſuch Praiſe ſting worſe than Satire, 8 


Nod too, in other Points, I frat + 
Where modern Wits are thrown behind you, 
Some praiſe a Patron and reveal bim: 
You paint ſo true, you can't conceal him. 
Their gaudy Praiſe undue but ſhames him, 
While yours by Likeneſs only names bim. 


Fran. Meaning, I ſuppole, your Dedication 


to a certain Gentleman, 


Auth, You are right, 


F. ran. Still am 1 warm'd to f ng your Oddneſs, 
Your Singularity in Goodneſs, 
When to the Wealthy and the Great, 
Adorn d with Honours and Eftate, 
My Muſe forlorn bas ſent her Prayer; 
Shunn d were the Accents of Deſpair ; 
Till your excited Pity ſped her, 
And with collected Bounties fed ber; 
Cbeer d her ſad Thoughts, like genial Spring, 
And tun d once more her Voice to ſing; 
Bear then her grateful Notes, and be 
Yourſelf her Theme and Harmony. 
Could ſhe like you exalt ber Lays, 
Polite Artificer of Praiſe 1 5 


Fd the ficet Song you'd jealous grow, 
« And guard the Laurel on your Brow. 


Auth, Well, Sir, what think you ? why ſo 
coſtive in your Commendation? If they were 
written to any body elſe, ſhould not you think 

them very pretty? 

Fran. Why, as they are, they 3 are better 
than I expected: They are neither fulſom, 
flat, nor iuſtian: the Colours are like, and 


will fit no Face but your own: 1 don't — 


why you may not print them. 


Auth, I have but one Scruple, her Weis ſet 
me in too favourable a Light, for a little my 


mon Humanity. 


Fran. Why 107 It is but a arten 5 


knowledgment that would be due to any one, 
for the ſame Favour: A Man may receive 
that, without ſetting ny great Value — 
himſelf. 

Auth, That's true- 


Tran. Beſides, have not fifty better Authors = 
done the ſame, before you? 
Auth. Right! | 
Fran. And ſuppoſe, according to your own 
Poſition, it was in them an Act of Vanity, 
1 hope you are as well able to ſtand being in 
the Wrong, as the beſt of chem. f 


Auth, 


'n cen print them. 
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Auth. That's true again 


FP I print thay 


Fran. Then you need not fear the World he 


will ſo far gratify your Vaniry, as to ſuppoſe | 
you writ them yourſelf, 


Auth. No, that would be only raking Merit 
from me with one Hand to give it me with 
another — No! no! Tl print them. 
Fran. Ay! Ay! it would be loſing part of 
your Character to be aſham'd of any ching, 
chat hurts nobody but yourſelf. 

Auth, It will be but of a Piece with che 
reſt of me Print em, pos ! let it be wrong 
though I ſhould know it to be ſo, even tha 


way it can make no very new Monſter of me: 
For as 


1 


Video meliora, probogue. | 


oy Y ſee what's Right, tis true.“ 


May ew a Man not to be quite a Fool: Se | 
when he 1s not quite wiſe, | 


Deteriora fequor — 
But ill whars Was purſue.” 


Proves at leaſt, that his Frailty is of a very 
ancient ſtanding, ſo weak it ſeems was Na- 
ture about ſeventeen hundred Years ago. 


F. ran. 
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Tran. And yet I dare fay you had re- 
ſolved to be in the Wrong, before you 
found you had fo — a Precedent for 


N. 
Auth. Why troch! 1 can- t ſay but 1 had — 


however, you ſee how dere, good Wits 
jump! 


Fran. Yes, truly, che Claſſics and you are 
mighty apt to fall into | the ſame way of 


Thinking. 
Auth. We ſometimes tally in our Vanity 


at leaſt: For I queſtion if any thing I have 
ſaid to you to-day, goes beyond Horace's Ex- 
poſtulation with his Friend 7 rebatius, where, 
for a whole Satire together, he ſuffers him 


to be as free with his Errors as you are with 


mine, and they both talk of nothing elſe! _ 
Fran. Ay, but you ſee Horace has Senſe 


enough to prove himſelf in the Right in 1 the 


Cloſe of his Converſation. 


Auth. So might I too, if like him I would 


write Booty; when the Dialogue came all 
from his own Head, he might make his Friend 
as weak, and himſelf as wiſe as he pleaſed : 
But you ſhall ſee, Sir, Jam above thoſe little 
Arts; and whenever I n what has eit d 


be 


ti 
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between you and me, I will fairly fhew myſelf 
in the wrong to the end of the Chapter. 

Fran. Right! and fo honeſtly ſave the Cri- 
ticks the Labour of proving you ſo. 

Auth. Let them prove! they will have much 
ado to prove any thing I won't grant: So 
their fighting with a blind Man will be no 
great Proof of their Proweſs. 

Fran. This, indeed, is out-doing all that 
ever went before you! Horace was a Fool to 
you. 5 8 
Autb. Why, if you will have me a Fool, 
had not I as good be an eminent one? Better 
dic in a Blaze than be loſt in a Fog. 


 — Magnis tamen excidit auſis. 


e ——In high Attempts he fell.” 


Is as favourable a Fame as I aſpire % 

Fran. Ay, ay, and enough in all Conſci- 

ence; For whatever you risk by it, as long 

as you break nobody's Neck but your own, 

there is no great harm done. 

Auth. Hah! 1 ſee you have a ſenſible Va- 

lue for me. | 
| Fran. O it would be aocharicabls not to 
have ſome, while I fee you have ſo little for 


1 pourſelf. 


EN 
yourſelf. So, my dear modeſt Horace ! ſince 
you intend to make it a drawn Battle between 
us, I will even leave you as I found you, and 
bid you good-by ; for 'tis paſt one, and I 


muſt away to }/; eftminſter, we ſhall have a long 
Day there. - 


Auth, Well! I love to ſee you ſo like my 
ſelf, however: For you are generally in as 
much haſte to be in the wrong as I am! 
Though let me call it what I will, 'tis but 
the ſame Benevolence for People in Power 
that you have for me——only to make us 
both wiſer than we care to be. 

Fran. Why, truly, I believe it may be 
much about Pains to the ſame Purpoſe: But 


you ſee, Sir, how cloſely I follow your Philo. 
ſophy! I love to be in the wrong my own 1 


way at leaſt, When ſhall I ſee you? 
Auth, Don't 1 80 with you to ths Farm to- 
mor . 1 
Fran, That's true! + have ſaved a Corner 
of a Coach for you. There will be Muſick, 
Poetry, Painting, and Architecture, as merry 
a Match for Wok as you could wiſh for! So 
don't forget. 
Autb. I will be wich you at Breakfaſt — 
Your Servant, 


POST: 


[ros Ts crIPT. 


: To thoſe frw unfertunate Readers . 
Writers, who may not have more Senſe 
than rhe Author. 


; GENTL EMEN, 


TFT am 1 told that a Moral Writer, who would 
I give Leſſons to Mankind, ſhould have a 
perſuaſive Pen, and Parts proportioned to ſo 
laudable an Undertaking : Vet ſo (God-wot) 
it is, that without the leaſt Pretenſion to 
this /ine qud non Accompliſhment - we 
ſce how 'many Moral-mending Tagk-maſter 


daily ſet chemſelves over us. 
1 The 
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The Dogmatic Benevolence of our modern 
Wits is now ſwollen to ſuch a Prodigality 
of Publick Spirit, that all the good Advice 
they can pile together, they rather chooſe to 
beſtow upon their Fellow- Creatures, 
take one Grain of it themſelves. But in this 
Imputation I include none that have Senſe 
enough to know they are not concerned in 
it: And that I may not myſelf fall under 
che ſame Cenſure, you are to conſider me 


only as a Well- wiſher to thoſe of us whom 
_ theſe Tyrannical Writers have attempted to 


diſturb in the lawful. Enjoyment of (what 


their Arbitrary Power can have no Claim 
to) our natural Heavineſs and Innocence: 
My Advice then, in the foregoing Pages, 
reaches no farther than to our quiet Fra- 
rernity ; in me you have a Proof of its | 
if you can perſuade yourſelf into 


Profit; 


the ſame Temper (however light it may 
ſeem) you will ſtill find it an unimpenetrable 
Armour. 


than 


Thus accoutred then, you may bid 
Defiance to all the Terrors of ſuperior 

Wit and fruitleſs Defamation 3 ; and manfully 
may 
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may ſtand up in Vindication of che native 


Rights and Liberties of eee Ignorance 


and Error. 
Let us then, Gentlemen, who: hank is 
Misfortune, to lie thus at the Mercy of thoſe 


whoſe natural Parts happen to be ſtronger 
than our own; let us, I ſay, make the moſt 


of our Sterility! let us double and treble the 


Ranks of our Thickneſs, that we may form 


an impregnable Phalanx and ſtand every way 


in Front to the Enemy! or would you ſtill be 


liable to leſs Hazard, lay but yourſelves down, 


as 1 do, flat and quiet upon your Faces, when 
Pride, Malice, Envy, Wit, or Prejudice, let 
; fly their formidable Shot at you, what Odds 
is it they don't all whiſtle over your Heads? 
Thus too, though we may want the Artillery 
of miſſive Wit to make Reprizals, we may 
at leaſt, in Security, bid them kiſs the Tails 
we have turn'd to them. Who knows but by 
this our ſupine, or rather prone Serenity, their 


diſappointed Valour may become their own 


Vexation ? Or let us yet at worlt bur ſolidly 


| ſtand our Ground, like ſo many defenſive 
3 ſtone- 


N 
4 


781 


Stone-poſts, and we may defy the proudeſt 
Fehu of them all to drive over us. Thus, 
Gentlemen, you ſee that Inſenſibility is not 
without its Comforts! And as I give you 
no worſe Advice than I have taken myſelf, 
and found my account in, I hope you will 
have the Hardneſs to follow it, for your own 
Good and the Glory of 


3 
= 


Your impenetrable humble Servant, 


C. CIBBER. 
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